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‘| saw that picture of you and Kirk: 


Lars looked up from the mixing desk he was aimlessly staring at. A glassy-eyed James stood in the doorway to 
the tiny recording room, swaying slightly, a two-thirds empty bottle of Wild Turkey dangling from his long 
fingers. This couldn't be good. ‘What picture?” 


‘The one where you were.. fuckin’, touching tongues or some shit: 


Ah. That one. Lars immediately knew the one James was referring too, some stupid Halfin shot of him and Kirk 
drunkenly sticking their tongues out. It was moment number what-fucking-ever in Lars and Kirk's album of 
stupid shit. They had fun together, freaking people out and pissing their bandmates off, largely because they 
both knew it meant nothing. The look on James' face suggested that their frontman might have thought 


otherwise, however. 


Lars decided to try the defensive. Yeah? So? 


James faltered, fingers tightening around the neck of the bottle still in his hand and staring at a spot on the 
floor. When he looked up he didn't quite meet Lars‘ eyes. 


‘Do you... He cleared his throat. ‘Do you like him?! 


Lars took a moment to study his friend, currently propped up by the doorframe, face obscured by long blonde 


curls. 


‘Sure | do! Blue eyes finally met his own Lars found he couldn't quite take the look in them, whatever it was. 


‘But not in the way you're thinking: 


James stared at the Wild Turkey label like it was the most interesting thing on the planet. Lars barely heard 


his quiet murmur. ‘| don't like it: 
‘Why?! Lars asked softly. You know why. You just need fo hear if. 


‘|_| just fucking don't, okay? We're meant to be a metal band, not a bunch of. James eyes met Lars’ again. He 


could hear the deep breath he took from across the room. ‘Fuck it. I'm going back to the hotel: 

James may have been taller, but Lars was quicker on his feet, especially when James' coordination was addled 
by the whiskey he'd already downed that evening. Lars managed to catch him just as he turned to leave, 
pinning him against the door. 

‘What the fuck, Lars?! 

Lars leaned in, knitting his fingers through James‘ belt loops, blocking his escape. ‘Are you sure that's all it is? 
Stop lying, James. Just say it, James 

James stayed silent but his gaze flickered briefly to Lars‘ own scrutinising glare. Lars didn't miss the way his 
stomach jumped beneath his touch as he slowly slid his fingers just inside the waistband of James‘ faded old 
jeans, or the bob of his adam's apple as Lars’ lips grazed his ear. 


‘Anyone'd think you want to be the one in those photos, James: 


James did shove him away then, drunkenly stumbling from the studio. Lars grinned to himself. Fucker had to 
admit it sooner or later. It might take a few more giggling staged gropes with Kirk, but it'd be worth it. 


He was closer to getting what he wanted. 


